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Rude seems the song ; each swarthy face 

Flame-lighted ruder still ; 
We start to think that hapless race 

Must shape our good or ill ; 

That laws of changeless justice bind 

Oppressor with oppressed ; 
And, close as sin and suiBfering joined, 

We march to fate abreast. 

Sing on, poor hearts ! your song shall be 
Our sign of blight or bloom, — 

The Vala song of liberty. 
Or death-rune of our doom 1 

Song of Negro Boatmen at Port Royal, 
By John G. Whittier. 
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Rude seems the song ; each swarthy face 

Flame-lighted ruder still ; 
We start to think that hapless race 

Must shape our good or ill ; 

That laws of changeless justice bind 

Oppressor with oppressed ; 
And, close as sin and suffering joined, 

We march to fate abreast. 

Sing on, poor hearts ! your song shall be 
Our sign of blight or bloom, — 

The Vala song of liberty. 
Or death-rune of our doom 1 

Song of Negro Boatmen at Port Royal, 
By John G. Whittier. 
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education or wealth, could only hope to 
succeed by stratagem. 

If we believe that the tales of our 
nurseries are as important factors in 
forming the characters of our children 
as the theological dogmas of maturer 
years, we of the New South cannot wish 
our children to pore long over these 
pages, which certainly could not have 
been approved by Froebel. 

But such legends as these must always 
be interesting to all students of folk 
lore ; and as a simple study of the le- 
gends of Afro-America this unpretend- 
ing little volume is presented, being 
comprised of verbatim reports from nu- 
merous sable story-tellers of the Sea 
Islands, some of whose ancestors, two 
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generations back, brought parts of the 
legends from African forests. 

Perhaps the most interesting of these 
is "De Tiger an' de Nyung Lady," 
which is as unique as it is brief. To 
get the point of it, we must remember 
that in ancient times in almost all parts 
of Africa the modern European order 
was reversed and the supremacy of 
woman in the home was well estab- 
lished, the mother being sole guardian 
of the children, the property-holder, 
and the bestower and perpetuator of 
the family name. This legend seems 
to be a masculine protest against the 
prevailing inequality of the sexes. 

The writer regrets her inability to 
translate the African words which oc- 
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cur in this and some of the other le- 
gends, but she will be greatly obliged 
to any one who will give a correct 
translation of them. 

A. M. H. C. 

Beaufort, S. C, November, 1891. 
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A STORY-TELLER AND HIS 
STORY. 



His name, so he tells me, is '* Prince " ; 
bis title, " Baskin " ; age, " 'bout sixty 
or sebenty, I 'spec's, Missus." Small 
and short of stature, very dark skinned, 
but not ugly enough to be interest- 
ing. Prince Baskin looks commonplace 
enough to a casual observer. But to 
see him once in animated conversation 
would delight any lover of the comical 
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and send a true disciple of Darwin into 
ecstacies. No one can deny that he 
looks much less of a man than a mon- 
key, with his absurd gestures, and all 
the frantic jerks and bobs and dives to 
right and left, that render still more 
comical the short figure set off by a 

bobtailed coat of faded army blue. 
In his own words, he " ben born an' 

raise on de 'Nat Hey wood ' place, a 
nice plantation on de Cumbee." 

He regards the Rabbit stories with 
much respect, evidently considering 
them types of human experience in 
general and his own in particular. He 
considers all the strategy of the Rabbit 
quite admirable so long as it is success- 
ful, even though it should involve the 
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cruellest treachery. (Indeed, I fear the 
sentiment is general.) 

" You see, Missus, I is small man 
myself ; but I aint nebber 'low no one 
for to git head o' me. I allers use my 
sense for help me 'long ; jes' like Brer. 

Rabbit. 'Fo' de wah ol' Marse Hey- 
wood mek me he driber on he place, 
an' so I aint hab for work so hard as de 

res' ; same time I git mo' ration ebery 
mont' an' mo' shoe when dey share out 
de does at Chris'mus time. Well, dat 
come from usin' my sense. An' den, 
when I ben a-courtin' I nebber 'lowed 
no man to git de benefit ob me in dat. 
I allers carry off de purties' gal, 'cause, 
you see, Missus, I know how to play de 
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fiddle an' allers had to go to ebery dance 
to play de fiddle for dem. 

" But I was gwine to tell you 'bout 
my ol* gran'daddy. I ofting yeardy 
him tell how 'e was bring ober from 
Arfrica in a ship when 'e was a boy* 
De white man lef de ship behin' and 
gone asho' in a small boat ; an' when 
dey meet up wid my gran'daddy an' 
a whole parcel more, young boys like, 
all from de same village, dey hire dem 
wid piece ob red flannel an' ting for go 
'long wid dem. But when dey git dem 
on bo'd de ship dey bring dem ober to 
dis country an' sell dem for slave. Dey 
bring my gran'daddy to Charleston an' 
ol' Marse Hey wood buy um. When I 
was a small leetle boy 'e ben bery ol'. 
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too or for work, an' I use for hab it for 

my tarsk for min' um. So 'e tell me 
heap o' dese story, ef I only could 

'member um, dat 'e use to yeardy way 

ober in Arfrica. You eber yeardy 'bout 



COOTER * AN' DEER. 

Bofe o' dem ben a-courtin' one lady. 
De Deer hab long foot an' 'pen' pon 
dem. Cooter him hab short foot, an' 
him know him couldn't run 'long wid 
Deer. 

But 'e tol' um once, when dey bofe 
meet in de gal house at one time — ' e 
say, " Br'er Deer, you hab long foot, 

♦ Cooter is Af ric for turtle. 
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but I gwine run race wid you, an' who- 

ebber git firs' to dis gal house gwine 

git de gal." 

Gal say, " Yes, bof e ob you start to- 

gedder ten mile off, an' whoebber git 

to my house firs', him kin hab me, 

for true." 

Deer tell Cooter, " You go' long, I'll 

git dere firs'." 

Cooter say, "Nebber min', ef you 
does git dere firs', you kin hab um." 

Well, Cooter gone git all him brud- 
der, string um all 'long de road, one to 
ebery mile pos'. When de time come 
for dem to run de race. Deer gone to 
de startin' place an' dere 'e meet Cooter. 
Now you see taint de same Cooter; 
but Deer aint know dat, you see. 
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So dey start bof togedder, but dey 
tek two road, Cooter gone 'long on de 
sandy beach, 'cause he could trabble 
better in de san', but Deer gone t'ru' 
de bushes on de sh^' jump ! jump ! 

My Lord ! how 'e kin jump ! Ebery 
mile pos' Deer come to 'e holler. 
When 'e come to de firs* one 'e slay, 
" Sarsy Bey cum blunda ! " Cooter say, 
" Tung cum blunda ! " le' um know 
him git dere too. 

Deer ben tink Cooter dere behin' um, 
an' 'e say so for le' um know him git 

dere firs'. But when 'e hear Cooter da 
arnswer um, 'e look down by de mile 
pos' an' dere 'e shnm Cooter da wait 
for um. 'E say, " What ! You dere ? " 
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Cooter say, " Yes, I ben wait yere long 
time." 

Den Deer fit for kill 'e self. *E say, 

*^ How ! I hab four long foot, an' still 

Cooter git yere bef o' me ? " 

So *e start for run 'gain. *E jump ! 

0, how 'e jump ! No use. When 'e 

come to de nex' mile pos' 'e aint see no 

Cooter. So 'e call back, " Sarsy Bey 

cum blunda ! " Hi ! Cooter da arnswer 

um from de odder side o' de pos', 

" Tung cum blunda ! " 

Ebery mile pos' jus' de same. When 
'e git to de lars' mile pos' 'e call for de 
lars' time, " Sarsy Bey cum blunda." An' 
Cooter da arnswer um, " Tung cum 
blunda." 

Deer rim^ try for git to de house 
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DE TIGER AN' DE NYUNG 

LADY. 

( 
Well, de Tiger you know, him ben a I 

Tiger. 

Well, dere was a beautiful nyung 
lady, an' she said she wouldn't married 
a man what got a scratch on 'e back. 

Well, de Tiger 'e tu'n himself to a 
man, an' dressed himself up bery nice, 
an' drove up ter de nyung lady house 
in a nice buggy. So de nyung lady 
came out an' saw him an' call to her 
mudder, say, " Mudder, dis is de man 
dat I'll married." 

An' de Tiger did married de nyung 
lady an' carried her right off in 'e bug- 
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gy. An' de mudder she 'greed, by 

lookin' at de man so smart, you know. 

An' dey went 'way down in de swamp 

where de Tiger hab lib, an' 'e put her 

dere an' tell her to stay dere tel him 

come back, an' dere was nuttin' for her 

to eat in de worl'. An' 'e lef her all 

alone wid a fly to min' her. An' ef 

anybody trubble dat lady de fly mus' 

go wherebber he is an' tell um. An' 

dere she stayed t'ree days. Nuttin' she 

had to eat, nuttin' she had to look on 
but ole carcass an' ol' bone de Tiger 

done leabe dere befo'. 

An' dere was a ol' man who was berry 

much acquainted wid de nyung lady's 

farmbly, an' 'e went out in de wood 

huntin' ; an' 'e meet up wid her dere. 
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An' she said to de oV man dat " A 
man had married me an' brought me 
yere, dese t'ree days leabe me yere." 

'E said to de nyung lady, " 'Tis not 
a man did married you, 'tis a Tiger ! " 

An' in de mean time de fly gone to 
let de Tiger know some one dere. Well, 
de Tiger him so hex him holler. 'E 
holler to know who was dere, — say : 
"Whoga, whoga, whogalor, da hum- 
barnorta, sudundilly?" 

An' 'e holler so loud de wood ring, 

'cause 'e bery cross. 'E gone 'long 

f urder, den 'e say same ting 'gain. An' 

he gone long tel 'e git ter um, stan' up 

ober de man an' holler de same holler 

*gain to try de fait' ob de man. 

An' den de man gi' um arnswer now, 
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to le' um know dat 'e was a man dat 
didn't 'fraid nuttin*. ( Dis ole man 
went by de name ob Sambo.) 'E gib 
um arnswer. 'E said , " Coo me sorm- 
ber norty sudundilly indelarun." 

An' de Tiger, to try de man fait' 
gen run 'e spear in 'e side, an' den hoi- 
ler de same ting as bef o', an' de man gi' 
um de same arnswer 'gain. 

Tiger say , " Now den. Sambo, tek 
you nyung lady home. I aint gwine 
hu't her. I only married um for le' um 
know dat a woman isn't more dan a 
man, for de word dat she say, dat she 
" Wouldn't married a man what gots a 
scratch on him back." 

An' straightway dey tuk dey journey 
back home to de madder. 
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An' de nyung lady she said , " Mud- 

der, de man what married me de odder 

day, 'taint a man , 'tis a Tiger ; an' 
'twant for Uncle Sambo I would a 
dead ! " 

Den de mudder said, "Daughter, 

I tol' you so. I tol' you dat you always 

speak too venomous. God had nebber 

made a woman for be head of a man." 
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DE REASON WHY DOG HATES 
CAT, AN' CAT HATES DOG. 

Now de Dog he ben a free man 
always. He min' de yard. 

One day him ben go for tek a walk 

an' when 'e all dress 'e tek 'e cane an' 

gone fin Sis' Cat sit by de fire in de 

kitchen, an' 'e say, " Ebenin', Sis' Cat, 
how you fin' you healt' dese days ? " 

She say, " Ebenin', Br'er Dog, I aint 
so well, tank you." 

An' 'e say, "I is gwine out for a 
walk an' I wan' you for be so kin' as 
tek charge ob my Free Paper for me 
tel I come back." Sis' Cat say, " Sut- 
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tingly Br'er Dog, suttingly, wid pledj- 
ure. "So 'e han' 'e Free Paper to Sis' 
Cat an' gone. An' she so keerful wid 
dem, she don' know de bes' way for 
keep dem, so she spread dem on de flo' 
an' lie down on dem, an' f us' ting she 
know she ben fall asleep. An' while she 
ben sleepin' de rat stick 'e head out 'e 
hole for see what de news was. An' 
when he see de paper under Sis' Cat 'e 
biggin for study how 'e kin git dem for 

line 'e nes'. 

An' 'e tink 'e kin nibble off some 
leetle piece widout wake Sis' Cat. But 
befo' 'e ben git mo' dan two or t'ree 
piece Sis' Cat she open her eye, an' when 
she see de rat she done forgit all 'bout 
be keerful wid Br' er Dog Free Paper, 
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an' she jump up an' run arfter de rat, 
an' he mek has'e git in 'e hole wid some 
leetle piece ob paper in 'e mout'. 

So Sis' Cat come back all out ob 
bret, an she aint fin' de paper 'cause de 
win' hab blow it all away. Den she 
skeer. She hunt, hunt, search, search, 
aint fin' not a trace ob dem. An' when 
Br'er Dog come back an' arx um, 
" Where my Paper I leabe wid you?'' 
she say, " Who tell you for leabe you 
Paper wid me I wants for know ? aint 
I hab all I kin do for combast wid de 
rat in dis house widout watch you ole 
paper ? 'Spect somebawdy mus' be tief 
um when I tu'n my back for a minute." 

Br'er Dog him hex. Him say, " You 
is too lazy for any ting. You gots 
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business for mirC my Paper when I 
leabe um wid you. What cats is good 
for any how? Dat / want to know. 
I gots no use for dem. Bow-wow- 
wow 1 

Sis' Cat arnswer um, " Sp-t-z-z/' an' 
arfter dat dey part an' aint speak for a 
mont', an' eber since you always see 
Dog 'spise Cat an' Cat hate Dog to dis 
day. 






•f 



FOLK-LORE, 19 



DE RABBIT AN' DE ELEPHAN' 

TUSHES. 

One mawnin* Br'er Rabbit meet Br'er 
Elephan' and 'e say, " Dis ebenin' t'ree 
o'clock le's we go an' tuk a race." 

Br'er Elephan' say, ^' Well, 'tis 'gree, 
Br'er Rabbit." 

An' at t'ree o'clock dey started. But 
arter dey ben meet in de mawnin Br'er 
Rabbit gone home an' get some stuff 
dey call okra. An' 'e went an' beat it 
up in a mortar tel 'e soft. About an 
hour bef o' dey gwine run de race, Br'er 
Rabbit gone wid 'e okra an' t'row um 
on de palement where dey gwine run. 

Well, arter dat t'ree o'clock come an' 
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dey went to de race groun' an' Br'er 
Rabbit say, *^ Br'er Elephan/ bein' you 
so heaby, you mus' run on the palement 
an' I run in de street." 

Den dey biggin for start. Br'er 
Rabbit kin beat Br'er Elephan' but 'e 
hoi' back 'eself, but Elephan' run wid 
all 'e speed. Den presently as 'e ben 
run so hard 'e slipy come down on de 
palement — bam ! (De okra t'row um.) 
Rabbit come 'long say, " Eh-eh ! Br'er 
Elephan/ you broke off one o' you 
tushes on dis palement ? Le' me put 
dem back for you. " So 'e try, mek 
pretend, but Elephan' tell um "git 
'way." So Rabbit gone home, leabe 
Br'er Elephan' lyin' on de palement an* 
'e tush 'long side um. 
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Now Br'er Rabbit want one Br'er 
Elephan' tushes, an' 'e aint know how 
for git um. So *e toF Br'er Elephan' 
" Le's we go down de road togedder," 
an' while dey gwine 'long 'e tell Br'er 
Elephan' to bite one lightwood chunk 
'e hab, an' says Br'er Babbit, " I'll bite 
de odder en'." 

An' so at lars' Br'er Rabbit git one 
de tush, cause when 'e gone to bite de 
chunk Br'er Babbit aint bite his en' — 
'e jerk um ; jerk um so hard tel 'e tush 
drop out. An' den de Elephan' lie 
down an' groan. But Br'er Rabbit 
him laugh, an' he run home an' say, 
" Dere now, I got one Br'er Elephan' 
tush an' dat all I want." 

Well Elephan' didn't know how for 
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catch Br'er Rabbit, so 'e tell 'e son, 
" Ef you kin catch Br'er Rabbit I'll gi' 
you all my proputy and set you free." 
Son tell um 'e mus' he down like 'e 
dead an' he go fetch Br'er Rabbit. So 
Elephan' lie down an' 'e son gone tell 
Br'er Rabbit, " Br'er Rabbit, my fader 
dead, do now come help me bury um." 
So Rabbit come wid um an' say, '' How 
Elephan' dead?" So 'e stood fur off 
from Elephan an' say, " When my ol 
fader was dead 'e groan." So Elephan' 
say, " Hm-m-hm-m ! " Den Rabbit say, 
^' Dere now, I nebber yeardy dead man 
groan in my life. Fe ! Fe ! boy, tink 
you kin catch me, but you can't catch 
me!" 
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DE EABBIT, DE BEAR AN' DE 

LOCUS' TREE. 

De locus' tree was full ob singin' 
locus', an' dere wasn't any ob de var- 
mint in de wood could eat um -'cause de 
Bear was so cross. Well, de Rabbit tol' 
dey all ef dey would do as 'e tell dem 
dey could git de locus' tree from de 
Bear. 

An' den 'e went in de wood an' got 
a dry palmetto fan for ebry one dat 
want to get de locus' tree away from de 
Bear to hoi' by de handle. Den he set 
dem all down in a circle in de wood an* 
tell dem when dey see him goin' to de 



24 FOLK-LORE. 

locus' tree dey mus' wave deir palmetto 
so as to mek a noise. 

Den 'e went to de store an' buy a 
coil o' rope, an as 'e was pass de locus' 
tree in a great hurry, de Bear was on 
de tree. So de Bear call to him, say, 
" Br'er Rabbit, whar you gwine so 
hurry wid de rope ? " (An' at dat time 
dere was a great noise in de wood wid 
de palmettoes rustlin' all aroun'.) So 
Eabbit say, " You settin' on dat tree 
aint year de great storm comin' on de 
win' ? I gots dis rope for tie my ol' 
mudder an' fader so de storm wont blow 
dem 'way. When you yeardy all de 
tree in de wood da rustle dat a way den 
you mus' know big storm comin'." 

So Bear say, " Do Br'er Rabbit come 
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tie me to dis tree dat de storm may not 
carry me 'way." 

So say de Rabbit to de Bear, " Well, 
mek has'e, come down le' me tie you so 
I kin gone on tie my mudder an' fader 
befo' de storm git yere." 

So de Bear come hasty down an' set 
his back 'gainst de tree an' de Rabbit 
lash him hard an' fas' to de tree. So 
den Rabbit soun' 'e trumpet loud an' 
say to all dose dat's in de wood, " Come 
now, to-day de locus' tree is free." So 
dey all come up. Dere was de Lion, 
de Wolf, an' all kin' of animal I dont 
know. An, when dey saw de Bear lash 
fas' to the tree, dey all got chunk, an' 
chunk um to deat,' and den dey all eat 
of de locus' tree as dey choose. 
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DE REASON BR'ER RABBIT 
WEARS A SHORT TAIL. 

One ebening Br'er Rabbit arx Br'er 
Wolf e£ 'e aint wan' for go fishin' wid 
um de nex' day. Wolf say, " Yes, him 
can go," an' so dey 'gree 'pon dat. 

But nex' mawnin', when Wolf gone 
to Rabbit house, to call um as 'e prom- 
us. Rabbit say him don't keer 'bout go ; 
him hab plenty bittle dere home, an 'e 
aint hab no 'casion for fish nohow.,/ 

So Br'er Wolf gone fishin' by his 
own-alone-self, but arterward Br'er 
Rabbit him f oiler him behin'. ., 

Well in de ebenin' 'bout sundown, 
Wolf hab full up 'e tub wid fish, an' 'e 
start for home. 

Rabbit ben a hide in de bush, da 
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wait for um, an' when 'e yeardy Wolf 
come 'long de path 'e run out an' fall 
down in de path like 'e ben dead. ^^ 

When Wolf come 'long, meet um so, 
'e stop, look ! Dere was Br'er Rabbit 
stretch out clear 'cross de path. Wolf 
say, " Hi ! how dis ? Br'er Rabbit 
dead ? Dis bery strange ting. I leabe 
um well dis mawnin'.' What a pity! 
I wonner how 'e come so ? Dis bery 
hard for 'e farmbly.'.'^ 

But 'e gone on wid 'e fish, and lef 
um dere. .^ 

Quick as 'e gone. Rabbit jump up 
an' gone leapin' an' jumpin', jumpin' 
an' leapin', trn de bushes tel 'e 
head ofE Wolf. Den 'e gone fall down 
'gain in de path, same as befo'. ^^ 
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So when Wolf gone 'bout a mile 
furder on 'e meet um. Den 'e stop, 
say, " Eh ! eh ! summuch dead Br'er 
Rabbit der dey. Wha' kin dis mean ? 
Enty I jus' pass one dead Br'er Rabbit 
back yonder ? An' now here am anod- 
der stretch out in de path. Specs I 
mus' gone back an' fetch um, ef I is 
hurry." 

So 'e set down 'e tub o' fish, gone 
back for fetch de dead Br'er Rabbit. 
Soon as 'e gone far as de eye-sight can 
see, up jump Br'er Rabbit, pick up 
Wolf tub o' fish an' tote um home. /> 

When Wolf reach de place where 'e 

• 

firs' meet Br'er Rabbit, an' fin' um gone 
'e stonish ! 'E sarch de bushes on bofe 
side de road, — sarch um good ; but 'e 
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aint fin' summuch as a hair. So 'e 
gone back to de place where 'e lef ' de 
tub o' fish. An' de fish all gone — 
none was dere. Well, Wolf worry. 
Him aint know what for tink. 'E gone 
to Rabbit house, an' dere 'e yeardy a 
great noise. Scrape ! scrape ! scrape ! 
— Br'er Rabbit, an' 'e wife, an' 'e Chil- 
ians, de whole farmbly ben clean de 
fish.<> 

De doo' ben farsten. An' when Wolf 
knock Br'er Rabbit nor none o' dem 
aint gi' um no arnswer. So when 'e 
fin' how 'e stan' 'e say, " No min' Br'er 
Rabbit, you ol' raskil, I'll done fix you 
dis night. I know wha' I gwine do 
wid you.''. 

So 'e gone home an' fetch 'e hatchet 
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an' plenty o' black pepper. By time 'e 
git back all Br'er Rabbit an' him f arm- 
bly done cook de fish an' eat deir sup- 
per ; an' now dey da sit roun' de fire. 

Well, Wolf da cut brush wid 'e 
hatchet tell 'e hab 'nufE ; den 'e buil' a 
fire right close ter de doo' so de win' 
carry de smoke all tru de crack in de 
house, an' den 'e t'row black pepper in 
de fire tel de smoke mos' strangle Br'er 
Kabbit an' dem. Br'er Rabbit an' all 
dim' up in de lof ' for git out de way o' 
de smoke. Den Wolf fin' some leetle 
crack in de chimbly, an' 'e t'row black 
pepper in dere, too, tel de whole house 
an' de lof ben all full up wid de smoke.^ 

When Br'er Rabbit an' dem couldn't 
stan' de smoke no longer, dey climb out 
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on de roof o' de house. But dey 'fraid 
for go down, dey 'fraid Wolf. Wolf 
down below da laugh, an' say, " De firs' 
one fall down here I gwine kill um wid 
my hatchet." 

An' all de time da t'row black pepper 
in de fire./^ 

Well, de smoke ben bery bad. Br'er 
Rabbit an' all, dey da cough, cough. 
'Pear like dey can't stan' it much 
longer. Dey hab one leetle daughter, 
an' bimeby him say, tel 'e pa, " Pa, I 
can't hang on no longer. Dis smoke is 
too bad." 

'' My chile you mus' hoi' on. Aint 
you see dat man down dere gwine kill 
you ef you drop down? '' 

Well, she hang on, hang on, all de 
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time de cough da worry um so, tel bime- 
by she aint hab strengk for to hoF on 
no longer, an' she 'blige for le' go an' 
drop down. // 

Hi ! Wolf da catch nm an' cut off 'e 
head.^x 

Well, Br'er Rabbit hab one leetle son 
up dere, an de smoke da worry um so, 
tel at lars' 'e say, " Pa, I hab for le' go. 
Dis smoke da worry me tummuch." 

'E pa say, " No, my chile ; don't you 
do it. Ef you le' go you is gone sure. 
Enty you see how Wolf do your sister ? " 

So 'e hang on a leetle while longer, 
tel bimeby de smoke da strangle um, 
an' 'e faU off. Den Wolf kill um. 

Bimeby de eldes' daughter mek de 
same complaint dat de smoke do um so 
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bad 'e can't stan' it nohow ; and pres- 
ently him fall down too. 

An' den de odder son, him fin' de 
smoke too worrysome, an de cough too 
sewere, and him gone. 

Well, den, all de chillun gone, dere 
aint none lef but Br'er Rabbit an' 'e 
wife, an' dey cough, cough, cough. De 
ol' ooman biggin for feel bery weak an' 
she tell her husbun' — " Rabbit, I feel 
too bad. I 'fraid I hab for lef you too." 

Rabbit say, " My dear, ef you fall it 
will be de lars' ob you. Dat man gwine 
kill you down dere. Do don't le' go 
ef you kin possuble hoi' on a leetle 
longer.''^ 

Well, she hang on, hang on, hang 
on, hang on, tel she couldn't hang on 



34 FOLK-LORE. 

no longer. Den she fall down an' Wolf 
catch her.y 

Wolf look up at Br'er Rabbity cough- 
in' an' hangin' on de roof, an' 'e 
laugh and say, " Ah, ha ! ol' fellow, you 
is hang on still, is you ? You done 
well, but I'll hab you yet. I'll fix you 
dis night." 

Well, Rabbit hang on while 'e kin. 
De smoke da choke um an' de cough 
da strangle um tel 'e mos^ fall ; an' at 
lars' 'e see 'e gots for go. So 'e put 'e 
han' in 'e pocket an' full up 'e mout' 
wid terbacker an' chew um tel 'e mout' 
full up wid de juice. Den 'e le' go, an' 
Wolf look up for catch um as 'e fall. 

But Br'er Rabbit spit out 'e whole 
mout' ful o'terbacker juice right in Wolf 
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eye, an' blin' um so 'e can't see. But 
'e strike arter Rabbit wid 'e hatchet an' 
cut ofE 'e tail. So sence den you always 
shum Br'er Rabbit, an' e' chillun arfter 
um, carry 'e tail short to dis bery day. 



^ 
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THE RABBIT DESIRES A LONG 

TAIL. 

One day Br'er Rabbit ben a consider 
dat him hab short tail. 

E' say, " Eh-eh ! I don't know how 
'e happen dat I hab shich short tail, 
when Br'er Wolf an' Br'er Alaphan, an' 
all dem hab long tail. I gwine to Fader 
an' arx um, see ef I kin git long tail." 

When 'e went to 'e fader 'e say, 
" Fader, what make I hab shich short 
tail? What kin I do for mek um 
long ? " 

'E fader tell iim, "You shuin dem 
blackbird da light on dat figtree tel 'e 
cober um ? " 
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'E say, " Yes." " Well, you go an' 
fetch dem all to me, an' den I'll gi' you 
long tail." 

Br'er Rabbit 'e gone home, git' a bag, 
an' 'e gone up to de tree where de black- 
bird dere on — blackbird all was sing — 
an' 'e call um : " Br'er Blackbird ! " 
Dey aint gi' um no arnswer. Arfter- 
ward Blackbird say, "Eh?" Br'er 
Rabbit say, " Dis bag swear say you all 
can't full um." 

Dey say, " Who tell you dat ? Wha' 
mek we can't full um ? " 

'E say, " Well, come, mek trial ef you 
all kin full de bag." 

Den dey all cum fly — whole gang, 
whirr ! whirr ! dey light in de bag. 
One flock come, an' one flock come, tel 
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all lef de tree. Dey all lef de tree tel 
dey full up de bag. Den Br'er Rabbit 
tek one string, tie up de bag, an' carry 
um to 'e fader. 

'E fader tell um, " Br'er Rabbit, you 
mus' go fetch me one rattlesnake." 

Well, den Rabbit aint know wha' for 
do. Rattlesnake shich a cross ting you 
know, nobawdy mus'n meddle um. But 
arfter Rabbit study 'pon um 'e gone 
cut one long pole, an' den 'e gone in de 
t'ick wood, gone 'longside de gaul* an' 
call, " Br'er Rattlesnake, oh ! Br' er 
Rattlesnake, dis pole swear say you 
aint long as him." 

So Rattlesnake yeardy him in 'e 
house in de gaul. Rattlesnake comin' 

♦ Swamp. 
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to um now. Den Babbit say, " Br'er 
Rattlesnake, you jus' lie down 'longside 
dis pole an' le 'me try for see ef you aint 
no longer nor de pole." 

Well, Rattlesnake say " Yes " to dat. 

So Rabbit say, " Le' me tie your neck 
down too ; den I can stretch you, — see 
ef you aint long as de pole — 'cause dis 
pole mighty long I want you for know." 

Rattlesnake say, " Yes, tie um ; mek 
me long as de pole." 

So when Br'er Rabbit tie 'e neck to de 
pole so tight 'e eye pop out 'e hiBad, den 
'e tie 'e tail an 'stretch um out right 
'longside de pole an' tie um to de pole, 
farsten um good. 

Den 'e carry dat to 'e fader. But 'e 
fader aint sati'fy yet ; so 'e set nodder 
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tarsk ter um. 'E say, " Br'er Rabbit, 
you mus' go fetch me Br'er Deer eye- 
water in a bottle ef you want me for gi' 
you long tail/' 

Well, Rabbit ponder. Deer shich a 
skeery ting too. But 'e gone home 
get one leetle small phial, an' gone out 
in de tlekes' part de wood, where deer 
dey stay, an' call um. 'E say, " Br'er 
Deer, oh ! Br'er Deer, dis tree swear 
say you head aint more bigger dan him. 
'E 'clare him own are de bigges'." 

Deer come runnin' — push t'ru' de 
t'icket. Rabbit say, " Br'er Deer, you 
mus' come close ter de tree, so I kin tie 
you to de tree, an' den I kin medjure 
an' see whether you head bigger dan 
de tree or not." 
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So de Deer gone close ter de tree, 
an' Kabbit tie um up ter it, an' den 
arfter 'e tie um 'e biggin for choke um 
wid de rope. 

At lars' Br'er Deer biggin for cry ; 
an' Rabbit hab a cup, an* 'e run fetch 
um' an catch some de Deer eye-water as 
de tears roll down. Den he pour dat in 
phial an' carry um to 'e fader. 

'E fadder see it aint ben no use ter 
set tarsk to um no mo'. 

So 'e say, " Why, Rabbit, ef I was to 
gi' you long tail aint you see you'd 
'stroyed up de whol worl' ? Nobawdy 
couldn' do nuttin wid you !^' 
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DE RABBIT AN' DE ALLIGATOR. 

One ebenin' de Alligator ben lyin' in 
de sun, an Br'er Rabbit him come down 
dere walkin' tro' de mash. When 'e 
see 'Gator him say to 'eself, " I gwine 
fool Br'er Alligator j I want for go 
'cross dat ribber, an' I gwine tell um I 
got one light'ood knot, jus' de kin' 
him Uke for eat in de summer. It are 
so hot me don't want for go roun' by 
de big road, so me gwine hire Br'er 
Alligator for tuk me 'cross, for dat 
same pine knot." 

So when 'e git dere 'e put on 'e bes' 
smile, an' say, *^ Good ebenin,' Br'er 
Alligator, how you is dis ebenin' ? " 
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Br'er Alligator say, " I aint so well, 
tank de Lord. I jus' crawlin'. Wha' 
de news Br'er Rabbit ? " (You see 
de 'Gator can't git roun' good out de 
water for year de news.) 

" Why, Br'er Alligator, you aint yer- 
ry 'bout de big settin'-up to ole Coon 
house?" 

" No, wha' settin'-up dat ? " Alligator 
him say. 

" Oh ! sho, go 'long ! you aint yerry 
'bout ole Coon son dead wid de jaw- 
lock ? " 

'' Hush you mout', Br'er Rabbit, you 
must mean de lock-jaw.^^ 

" De same ting I ben tell you 'bout. 
Well, I is 'vited to de settin'-up, an' I 
gwine 'tend, an' 'e gittin' so late I 
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couldn't go 'roun' by de big road for 
git dere in time ; an' do, ef yon please j 
Br'er Alligator, I wan' for know ef you 
couldn't tuk me 'cross de crik?" 

Alligator say, "No, Br'er Kabbit, 
you go 'long. I aint got time for bod- 
der wid you." 

" But, Br'er Alligator, jus' listen me. 
You aint know I got one light'ood 
knot, fat an' tender, you kin chaw um 
easy, an' ef you tuk me 'cross you shall 
hab um for eat." 

" Oh ! git out, Br'er Rabbit. I aint 
wan' none o' you' scheme." 

" But, Br'er Alligator, dat pine knot 
is dere /or true. I hide um jus' under 
dat palmetto hedge de odder day. I 
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sorry for leabe um, but um too heaby 
for me to tote, so I hide um dere." 

Den de 'gator biggin for shake 'e 
tail an' lick 'e chop an' shine out 'e 
green eye on Br'er Babbit for see ef 'e 
in earnes'. An' bum by 'e say, " Well, 
Br'er Babbit, ef you sure for git me 
dat fat pine knot, I dunno but I might 
tuk you 'cross on my back. 'Cause, 
you see, I bery like light'ood an' 'pear 
like 'e go for strengken me. Bery hard 
times dese days, aint fin' much bittle 
in de crik. But, min' now, Br'er Bab- 
bit, I want um bery partic'lar. Don't 
you cut up none o' you shine now." 

Br'er Babbit him say, " How, Br'er 
Alligator, you tink I gwine le' you starve 
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when dat nice piece light' ood dere dey?* 
You aint know you fr'en'." 

'Gator say, " Come on, den ; I'll tote 
you 'cross. But look yere, Br'er Kabbit, 
wha' you gwine do wid dat bag you got 
dere ? '* 

Kabbit say, "Only some few cake 
an' ting de lady arx me for fetch to de 
settin'-up for her." (Now de trut' is 
Br'er Rabbit him bring 'e bag 'cause 'e 
gwine for tief cow-pease; but 'e jus* 
say so for fool Br'er Alligator.) 

De 'Gator say, " All right, den ; you 
come 'long, git on my back an' I'll tote 
you 'cross. 

Br'er Kabbit say, " Where mus' I sit ? 
on you' head, Br'er Alligator ? " 

* Over there. 
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" Br'er Rabbit, you too love for fool ; 
ef 'you sit on my head I bery aps for 
open my mout' an' chaw you up." 

Well, den, I for sit on you back, enty ? 
You mus' 'souse me, Br'er Alligator, but 
what mek me say so, you head an' you 
back all two mos' de same bigness, an' 
'pear like 'e bery hard for tell where 
one leabe off an' de oder biggin." 

" Br'er Babbit, you stop you sass an' 
come 'long. I want for git dat hght- 
'ood knot between my teet'. You 
oughter hab um here now for strengken 
me for tote you ober, for its a mighty 
far distant 'cross dis yere crik." 

So de Babbit climb on de 'Gator back 
bery keerf ul, 'f raid 'e might git a duck- 
ing. For you see Rabbit don't like no 
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water. Den de 'Gator him push off 
from de sho' an 'e biggin for flounder in 
de water, an' Rabbit, 'e biggin for look 
skeer. An' he say, "Br'er Alligator, 
ef you drownded me in yere dis ebenin' 
you gots for go an' tell my wife an' 
farmbly." 

'' Why, Br'er Rabbit, you got wife ? 
young man like you ! " 

" Oh, yes ; course I is. Sometime I 
might tell you de trick I sarbe Br'er 
Wolf when him an' me ben a-court de 
same gal. Br'er Wolf him tink 'e got 
de benefit o' me dat time ; but 'e aint, 
do, 'cause you see I mek it all right wid 
de gal. I an' my wife ben a-talk 'pon 
dat same ting dis mawnin', an' him say 
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him wouldn't marry Br'er Wolf no how, 
'cause Br'er Wolf nose too sharp." 

Jus' den dey biggm for come to one 
rough place m de crik, an' de 'Gator 
sink so low in de water dat de Rabbit 
biggin for hist up 'e toes for keep um 
from gittin' wet. Br'er AUigator arx um, 
" Wha' you da dance on my back for ? 
Ef you aint look out you gwine fall in 
dis same ribber, an' I shall jus' le' you 
shiff for you'self ." 

Br'er Rabbit him so skeer him turn 
palej white as sheet, an' aint got no 
breat' for answer um till dey come to 
one leetle still place, an' Br'er AlKga- 
tor swim smooder. Den 'e say, '' Br'er 
Alligator, I kin shout, but I aint know 
for dance, but I 'clare to grashus, my 
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feet get so wet up I aint know wha' for 
do, so I 'blige for lif um up/' 

'Gator say, " You 'fraid water? Leetle 
water like dat aint gwine hu't you. 
Look how I swim all day in de water, 
an' I heaJt'y as any ting." 

So now de win' gone down wid de 
sun, an' de water still, an' dey swim 
'long, swim 'long, t'ru' de erik, an Br er 
Rabbit 'e biggin for feel so good till 'e 
ears go waggle, waggle, waggle, 
waggle, keepin' time, eben wid de 
Alligator stroke. An 'e say, " Sailin' 
is fine sport ! " 

'Gator say, " Yes, fine for you, but 
you better mek has'e get me dat light- 
'ood knot when I put you on sho', 
'cause you see you mighty heaby, Br'er 
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Rabbit. You sure 'e tender, Br'er 
Rabbit ? " 

" Yes, Br'er Alligator, I know you 
is bery sweet mout'. 'E all mealy 
an' sweet like new pertater. When 
you git um dey strengken you so you 
kin swim all night." 

Alligator him so glad him shine out 

'e green eye till 'e look like spark, an' 
'e say, " Tank grashus ! we mos' dere. 
I biggin for feel de water come shal- 
low under my foot." 

Br'er Rabbit him aint glad, 'cause 'e 
sorry for stop sail. So 'e say, " You 
sure it high tide, Br'er Alligator, so you 
kin git me close ter de bank? You 
see I aint wan' no mud on my feet, 
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'cause I might dirty dat lady flo' whar 
I gwine to de settin'-up." 

Br'er Alligator say, " No, de tide aint 
high, but I know one big log whar I 
kin swim 'longside, an' you kin walk on 
dat tel you fin' one dry place for jump 
off." 

So de 'Gator gone dere, an' Br'er 
Rabbit him climb off bery keerf ul an' 
hop 'long on de log tel 'e fin' one dry 
place in de san' to jump down on. Den 
'e stop an' say, " Now, Br'er Alligator^ 
I gwine for you fat pine knot. It are 
just' one leetle way up de bank here, 
an' don' you stir from dere lessn you 
see me comin' wid um, 'cause you know 
I gots for come out on dis same log for 
meet you 'gen." 
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'Gator say, " Well, mek has' den, I 
mos' starve now." 

Rabbit say, " Well, good ebenin', 
Br'er Alligator. Tank you much for 
fetch me 'cross. I comin' back direc'ly." 

So 'e jump off in de san' an' gone 
hoppin' an' leapin' up de bank. An' 
as he gone 'e say to 'eself, " Good 
ebenin', Br'er Alligator, you'll hab for 
wait mighty long for you ^nice pine 
knot, fat an' tender.' I jus' fool you 
good. An' now I gwine hide in dese 
same bush tel 'e get leetle darker, so 
dem people can't see me when I tief 
deir cow-peaseJ 



^ 
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DE REASON WHY DE 'GATOR 

STAN' SO. 

De Rabbit an' de Alligator was to 
hab a dance an' dey invited allde gals? 
to come to de dance dat night, an' de 
Alligator was to come out de ribber to 
meet de Rabbit. 

So arfter dey all was come into de 
dancin' room dey all biggin for say, 
" Big so, an' big so anudder " — dat 
was de chune dey dance by. 

Well, Br'er Rabbit biggin for tink 
Br'er Alligator ben kiss de gals tum- 
much. So 'e git behin' de doo' wid a 
club in 'e ban', an' as Br'er Alligator 
come dancin' by 'e hit um ober de eye, 
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an' dat what mek de knobs ober de 
'Gator eye dat we all see stan' so tel dis 
day. 

Br'er Alligator neber know what 
struck um ; 'e run clean out de house 
down to de ribber side. 

Well, one day, Br'er Rabbit was 
walkin' 'long de ribber sho' feedin' an' 
'e yeardy Br'er Alligator da fetch long 
groan, — same like we year um groan 
sometime now in de pon'. So 'e call um 
for come sho' an Alligator come sho', an' 
'e say, " Br'er Alligator, what mek dem 
knob ober you eye ? " 

Br'er Alligator say, " Dat mek I hab 
to gib sich long groan, 'cause someting 
ben knock me in de eye." So Br'er 
Rabbit tell um him ben mek dat knob 



z' 
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on 'e eye, an' arfter dat dey biggin for 
mek peace. An' whiles dey ben a talk, 
Br'er Alligator say, " Br'er Rabbit, you 
know wha' trubble is." Rabbit tell um 
" Yes, him know." So 'e say, " Well, 
I want to know wha' trubble is." 

Rabbit tell um, "Br'er Alligator, 
when de win' blow to de Norderwes' 

you mus' go in de broom grass an' lay 

* 

down, an' ef you le' me know de day you 
gwinel'll le' you know wha' trubble is.'' 
An de Alligator went one day an' lie 
down in de broom-grass, an' de win' 
was bio win' from de Norderwes', blowin' 
bery brisk dat day when de Alligator 
went right out an' lay down in de broom 
grass, an' 'e tell Br'er Rabbit 'e was 
gwine dere. 
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So while him gone in de grass lie 
down, Rabbit gone set de broom grass 
on fire all roun' while 'Gator ben 
sleepin'. 

An' whiles de win' ben catch de fire, 
blow um right on Alligator ; when 'e git 
'bout ten feet 'Gator biggin for wake up. 

Rabbit stan' leetle way off, da whoop ! 
An' while de fire da blaze up, 'Gator 
aint know wha' for do. 'E dance an' 
de fire da blaze. At lars' 'e couldn't 
do no better, had to jump right in de 
fire for git out. 'E run right t'ru' 
de fire an' run on tel 'e jump in de 
water, an' by dat de fire bu n um so tel 
'e back ben all cober ober wid scale an' 
barnacle, same like you allers shum de 
Alligator back to dis day. 
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DE RABBIT, DE WOLF AN' DE 

ALLIGATOR. 

One day Alligator ben lie down by de 
ribber sho' in de broom grass, an' Br'er 
Rabbit come 'long, shum,* an' 'e 
gone call Br'er Wolf, tell um fresh 
meat on de water-side. Br'er Rabbit 
call um t'ree time an' den 'e gone. 

When Br'er Wolf yeardy dat call 
'e start for go, an' 'e son start for 
come too, so 'e pa tell um, " Me son, 
aint you know when you hear Porpor 
name call dat aint you name, mus 

♦ See him. 
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Stan' still ? " An' arfter 'e yeardy Br'er 
Rabbit call twice mo' 'e say, " Come 
me son, le' we go." So all t'ree chilluns 
come too wid um. Well, 'e meet Br'er 
Alligator lie in de broom grass, an' 'e 
walk roun' um, walk roun' um, den 'e 
say, " Me leetle son, how Porpor mus' 
git dis meat home ? " 'E big son start 
for tell um, say, " Porpor, I'll tell you " 
— an' 'e say, "Hush you mout', 
sir." An 'e say, "Me leetle son, how 
mus' Porpor git dis meat home ? " 'E 
leetle son say, "Porpor, I tell you. 
You lay down right 'longside o' de meat 
an' le' me tek de rope an' tie you to it. 
Den you can rise up wid um an' fetch 
um home." 

So dey did so, an' when de Wolf was 
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tie f ars*, de Alligator got up wid um an' 
mek for de water, gone straight over- 
bold! 

Br er Wolf cry out, " Son, loose me ! " 
Son say, " Porpor, I can't loose you." 
An' 'e holler 'gen, " Son, loose me ! " 'E 
son say de same as befo\ 

Arfter Alligator swim 'bout long 
time in de water de rope slip an' Wolf 
git 'way. (Now Br'er Rabbit ben a do 
um dis-a-way 'cause what Wolf da do 
um when 'e meet um at 'e well.) 

An' he come sho', an' 'e blow! da 
blow ! an' a minner jump out 'e mout'. 
An' de leetle sons ben a watch for um 
on de sho', an' dey run ter um, an' 'e 
son start for catch de minner. 
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Wolf say, " Leabe um be " — say — 
** When you want for catch fish go down 
to de water side, same like me ! " 



^ 
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DE RABBIT, DE WOLF AN' DE 

TAR BABY. 

Now de Wolf, e bery wise man ; but 
not so wise as de Rabbit. De Rabbit 'e 
mos' cunnin' man dat go on four leg. 
'E lib in de brier-bush. Now, de Wolf 

e done plant corn one ear, but Rabbit 

'e aint plant nuttin tall. E' lib on 
Wolf corn all winter. Nex' 'ear Wolf 
aint plant corn, 'e tink q&u^ crop too 
poo' ; so 'e plant groun'-nut. Rabbit, 
'e do jes' de same as befo'. 

Well,Wolf 'e biggin for tink someting 
wrong. 'E gone out in de mawnin' 
look at e groun'-nut* patch, look 
bery hard at Rabbit track, say : " I 



*i> 



Peanut. 
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'spicion somebordy ben a tief my groun'- 
nut." 

Nex' mawnin' 'e go 'gen, meet 
mo' groun*-nut gone, say same ting. 
Den 'e say, "I gwine mek one skeer. 
crow for set up in dis yere groun'-nut 
patch, for skeer de tief." So e mek 
one or skeer-crow an' set um in de 
middle ob de groun'-nut patch. 

Dat night when Rabbit come wid *e 
bag for git groun'-nut, 'e see de skeer- 
crow stan' bery white in de moonshine, 
an 'e say, "Wha' dat?" Nobordy 
aint say anyting. " Wha' dat ? '' 'e 
say ' gen. Den nobordy aint say nut- 
tin', an' he aint see nuttin moobe, so 'e 
gone up leetle closer, an' leetle closer, 
tel 'e git close up ter um, den 'e put out 
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'e paw an' touch de skeer-crow. Den 'e 
say, " You aint nuttin but one ol* 
bundle o' rag ! Wolf tink I gwine 
f raid you ? mus' be fool ! " So 'e kick 
ober the skeer-crow an* fill 'e bag wid 
groun'-nut, an' gone back home to de 
brier-bush. 

Nex' mawnin' Wolf gone out for look 
at 'e groun'-nut patch, an' when 'e meet 
mo groun'-nut gone an' de skeer-crow 
knock down, 'e bery mad. 'E say, 
^' Neber you min', I fix oF Rabbit dat 
done tief all my groun'-nut. Jes' le' 
me show you ! " So 'e mek one baby 
out o' tar, an' set up in 'e groun'-nut 
patch, an' say, " Jes' le' ol' Rabbit try 
for knock ober dis yere Tar Baby an' 
'e '11 see ! I jes' wan' um for try ! " 
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Dat night, when Rabbit come 'gen 
wid 'e bag in 'e han' an' see de Tar 
Baby stan' bery black in de moonshine, 
'e say, " Wha' dat ? — ol' Wolf done gone 
set up nodder skeer-crow? mus' be." 
So 'e moobe leetle nearer, an' say, " Dis 
yere enty no skeer-crow, dis yere mus' 
be one gal ; I mus' study 'pon dis." 

So 'e tu'n roun' an' spread out 'e bag 
an' sit down on um in de middle ob de 
groun'-nut patch an' look hard at de 
Tar Baby. Bimeby 'e say, " Gal, wha' 
you name ? " Gal aint say anyting. 
" Gal, why don' you speak me ? wha' 
you da do dere ? " Den 'e listen long 
time, aint hear anyting 'cept whip-poor- 
will in de swamp. 

So 'e gone close ter um an' say. 
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" Gal, you speak ter me, you inin' ! 
Gal, ef you aint speak to me I knock 
you ! I knock you wid my right paw, 
den you tink it tunder ! " Tar Baby 
aint say nuttin, so e' knock um wid 'e 
right paw, and 'e paw stick ! 

Den 'e biggin for holler. ^^ Gal, le' 
go me ! I tell you, le' go me ! Wha' for 
you da hoi' me ? Ef you aint le' go 
me I knock you wid my lef paw ; den 
you tink 'e tunder an' hghten too ! " 
So 'e knock um 'gen wid 'e lef ' paw, an' 
'e lef ' paw stick ! 

Den 'e say, " Gal, lef me loose ! lef 
me loose, I tell you ! Ef you don't I 
kick you wid my right foot ; den you 
tink colt kick you ! " So 'e kick um 
wid e right foot, an 'e right foot stick. 
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Den 'e say, " Now, gal, ef you aint 
tu'n me loose mighty quick I gwine 
kick you wid my lef foot ; den you tink 
boss kick you ! " So 'e kick um wid 'e 
lef foot, an' e' lef ' foot stick. 

Den 'e say, " Min' now, gal^ I aint 
done nuttin to you, wha' for you hoi 
me ? tu'n me loose an I aint gwine 
meddle you 'gen sho'. Mebbe you tink 
I can't do nuttin to you? aint you 
know I kin bite you do ? Ef you aint 
tu'n me loose I gwine bite you sho'. 
Aint you know my bite wuss dan snake 
bite?" So 'e bite um, an' 'e nose 
stick ! 

Nex' mawnin', f o' sun-up, Wolf gone 
up to de groun'-nut patch for see wha' 
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he kin fin', an' dere 'e meet poo' Babbit 
wid ' e paw an' 'e foot an' 'e nose all 
f arsten on Tar Baby, an' 'e say, '' Enty 
I done tol' you so ? look a yawnder ! I 
reckon Tar Baby done cotch ol' Rabbit 
dis time." So 'e tuk Rabbit off an say, 
"You done tief half my groun'-nut; 
now what I gwine do wid you ? " 

Den Rabbit biggin for beg : " Oh, 
Maussa Wolf, do le' me go, an' I nebber 
tief groun'-nut no mo'." Wolf say, 
" No, Brudder Rabbit, you ben a tief 
my corn las' 'ear an' you ben a tief 
groun'-nut dis 'ear, an' now I gwine 
eat you up." Den Rabbit say, " Oh, 
Maussa Wolf, do don't do me so, but le' 
me beg you. You ma' roas' me, you 
ma' toas' me, you ma' cut me up, you 
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ma' eat me, but do, Maussa Wolf, what- 
ebber you do, don't t'row me in de brier- 
bush ! Ef you t'row me in de brier- 
bush I gwine dead ! " 

So Wolf say, " You aint wan' me for 
t'row you in de brier-bush, enty ? dat 
de bery ting I gwine to do wid you, 
den." So 'e fling um in de brier-bush, 
an' den Rabbit laugh and say, "Hi! 
Maussa Wolf, aint you know I lib in de 
brier-bush? Aint you know all my 
farmbly bawn an bred iade brier-bush? 
Dat what mek I tol' you for trow 
me yere. How you is gwine get me 
gen c 

Den Wolf bery mad, 'cause e see Rab- 
bit too wise man for him. 'E gone home, 
tell 'e wife, " No Rabbit soup for din- 
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ner to-day;" an' dey biggin for corntribe. 
An' dey mek plan for git Rabbit for 
come to deir house. 

So, one day, Wolf wife call Neigh- 
bor Dog an' tell um, " Neighbor Dog, 
I wan' for git you for do one errun' for 
me. I wan' you for git on you hoss an' 
ride fars' as you kin to Rabbit doo' an' 
tell Brudder Rabbit Brudder Wolf dead, 
an' fo' 'e die 'e leabe sorlum word 'e 
don' wan' nobordy else for lay um out 
but Brudder Rabbit. An' do. Neigh- 
bor Dog, beg um for come ober quick as 
'e kin possuble, so we all kin hab de 
funerul, for Wolf say 'e wont hab 
nobordy for lay um out but Brudder 
Rabbit." 

So Neighbor Dog 'e git on 'e hoss an' 
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ride fars' as 'e kin to Rabbit doo', den 
'e knock an' say, "Brudder Rabbit, 
Brudder Wolf dead, an' 'e leabe sorluni 
word 'e wont hab nobordy for lay um 
out but Brudder Rabbit." 

Rabbit say, " How ! Brudder Wolf 
dead ? " " Yes, 'e die lars' night, an' 'e 
say *e don' wan' nobordy else for lay um 
out, an' Sister Wolf beg you for come 
ober an' lay um out quick as you kin 
possuble, so dey all kin hab de settin'- 
up." 

So Rabbit git on 'e hoss an' ride to 
Wolf doo' ; den 'e knock an' say, 
"How ! I yeardy Brudder Wolf dead." 

Wolf wife say, " Yes, 'e dead for true, 
an' fo' 'e die 'e leabe sorlum word 'e 
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don' wan' nobordy else for lay um out 
but Brudder Rabbit." 

So den Rabbit say, " Kin I shum ? * 
So Wolf wife tuk um in de bedroom an' 
show um Wolf ben a lie on de bed, 
cober up wid sheet. 

Rabbit lif ' up de cornder ob de sheet 
an' peep at Wolf. Wolf nebber wink ! 
So Rabbit tuk out 'e snuff-box an' drop 
one leetle grain ob snuff on Wolf nose, 
an' Wolf sneeze ! Den Rabbit say, 
" Hi ! how can dead man sneeze ? " 

" So 'e gone out, jump on e' boss an' 
ride home fars' as 'e kin. An Wolf 
see Rabbit too wise man for him, an' 
nebber try for cotch um no mo'. 



♦ See him. 
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DE RABBIT, DE WOLF AN' DE 
KEG OF BUTTER. 

One day, Rabbit say to Wolf, tell 
um, " Br'er Wolf, you an' me got a heap 
o' oV gran'parent aint no use ter no- 
bordy, an' I tell you wha' le's do wid 
um. Let's catch dem all, tuk dem to 
town some dese mawnin', an' sell dem 
for one kag o' butter. Bittle so dry 
dis year, 'pears we want someting for 
put on um." 

Wolf 'gree to dat,an' so one mawnin' 
dey catch all dem ol' gran'daddy (run 
dem down t ru de fiel' till dey done 
catch all) and tie dem to de cart for 
carry dem to town. 
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Now Wolf tie all 'e oV relation to de 
front o' de cart wid strong tar rope ; 
but Rabbit tie him own to de back o' 
de cart wid some leetle triflin' cotton 
yarn. Well, dey start off, an* as dey 
gwine 'long, pretty soon dey yeardy 
^' Cr-r-r-ack." De oV yarn pop ! 

Rabbit say, " Oh - oh ! Br'er Wolf, 
my oV gran'uncle git 'way. Wha' we 
gwine do?" 

Wolf say, " 'E is ? Well, I reckon 
we hab for gone on lef ' um. I 'spec's 
we is got nuff widout um." 

So dey gone on one leetle piece f ur- 
der when " Cr-r-r-ack ! " De yarn done 
pop 'gain. Rabbit say, "Br'er Wolf, 
eh -eh? I can't see how 'e happen, 
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but my oV gran'aunt done git Vay, an' 
run in de woods/' 

Wolf say, " Br'er Eabbit, / gots for 
dribe, an' you mus' look arfter dem. 
We can't le' dem git 'way so." 

But when dey gone leetle furder 
de string go " Cr-r-r-ack ! " Pop nud- 
der time. Rabbit say, " Hi ! how dis ? 
my ol' gran'daddy gone for true ! " 

Wolf say, " Br'er Rabbit, I don' wan' 
none o' you fool now. Mus' be you tie 
dem too loose. Ef dey all git loose 
how we gwine git de money for buy dat 
butter kag ! " 

'' Rabbit say, " Well, Br'er Wolf, I 
gwine tie dem tighter. Mus' be you 
dribe too fars' for dem." 

But 'stead ob tighten de string he 
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loose um, so dat befo' long 'e go 
" Cr-r-r-ack ! " yet nudder time. Rab- 
bit say, "I'clare for it, Br'er Wolf, 
wha' you s'pose ail dis string? here's 
my ol' gran'mammy done git loose, 
spite o' me." 

Wolf hex. 'E say, "Br'er Rabbit, 
you too scheme. Now tell me wha' you 
da do ? Dis yere cart aint gwine no 
f urder 'less you kin splain dis ting." 

Rabbit say, "Eh -eh? / can't 
help it. Aint no use for try an' catch 
dem now; dey gone too far in de 
swamp. I tell you, Br'er Wolf, le's we 
go an' sell you gran'parent to-day, an' 
some odder time we kin tek mine 'gain." 

Wolf say, " Yes, dat so." So dey 
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gone on, sell all Wolf oV relation an' 
buy de kag o' butter. 

As dey gwine home Rabbit say, 
" Br'er Wolf, we aint gots no call for 
eat all dis butter to one time. Le's 
we bury um in de yeart ; den we kin 
gone for um as fars' as we want 
um. 

So dey bury de butter in one safe 
place an' gone leF um dere. 

Nex' day when dey was bofe workin' 
in de fiel' Rabbit drops 'e hoe an say, 
" Oh - oh ! " Wolf da arx him wha' de 
matter. Rabbit tell um, " One boy jus' 
come for tell me my sister hab a baby, 
an' I mus' come to him house." So 'e 
gone, an' he gone straight to de place 
where de butter bury, an' 'e tuk out a 
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good bit, carry um home to him house 
an' hide um. 

Den 'e gone back to de fiel', tell 
Wolf "All right! My sister hab a 
baby an' 'e name ^ Jus' Biggin.' " 
Nodder day, as dey ben workin/ Rab- 
bit drop 'e hoe an' say, " Eh - eh ! I 
jus' got word my brudder wife hab a 
baby." So he gone to de butter kag 
carry home some mo'. When he come 
back 'e say, " All right, Br'er Wolf. 
My brudder wife hab chile sure nuff, 
and 'e name ' Two Time.' " 

Well, it went on so. Whenebber 
Rabbit an' Wolf gone bofe togedder to 
eat de butter. Rabbit say, " Rr'er Wolf, 
'pear like dis butter gwine off mighty 
fars', enty ? " An' whenebber Rabbit 
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kin mek chance 'e gone tief de butter 
an' carry um home, tel at lars' 'e done 
tek all an' scrape out de kag. 

Den nex' time Wolf an' Rabbit gone 
dere togedder, all two o' dem fin' de 
kag em'ty, — clean out ! Wolf 'stonish ! 
But Rabbit say, " Br'er Wolf, I be- 
lieve you done tek dis butter ! " 
Wolf say, '' 'E aint, 'tis you own self. 
Enty you ben shum how de butter 
gwine off ebry day." 

An Rabbit say, " Enty I ben tell you 
'bout dis same ting ebry time we ben 
to dat butter kag ? But I is willin' for 
prove um. Bofe ob us mus' lay down 
in de sun, an' whichebber one de grease 
da come out, show in 'e face^ it da him 
done tek de butter." 
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Well, Wolf 'gree to dat, an' dey all 
two gone lie down in de sun, an' pres- 
ently Wolf gone to sleep. But Rabbit 
aint sleep. 'E hab fetch some leetle 
butter wid um, an' when 'e see Wolf 
sleep soun' 'e smear up all Wolf face 
wid de butter. 

Den 'e shake um an' say, ^* Br'er 
Wolf, wake up ! wake up ! Aint you 
see how you face all grease up ? Now 
aint you tief de butter ? Tell me dat ? " 

Wolf put 'e han' up to 'e face, an' 
when 'e see 'e han' all grease up 'e feel 
'e face all ober, den 'e look at 'e han' 
'gain, den 'e say, " Eh - eh ! sure nuff, 
/ tief imi. Mus' be. ' 

Wolf are jus' dat stupid. 
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BR'ER RABBIT AN' BR'ER WOLF 
GONE TER DE WEDDIN' IN 

STYLE. 

Br'er Wolf an' Br'er Rabbit was 
goin' ter a weddin' an' Br er Wolf was 
to call fer Br'er Rabbit. An' in de 
time Br'er Rabbit gone home an' put 
on all de new clo'es 'e got to put on to 
go to de party. An' 'e went in de bed an 
tell dem when Br'er Wolf come to de 
house, dey mus' tell um 'e was sick an' 
couldn't go. 

Br'er Wolf want Br'er Rabbit for go 
bery much, but when de Wolf came an' 
beg um for go, Br'er Rabbit arx um ef 
e' can't le' him ride um to de house. 
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Wolf say " Yes, 'e could." So 'e arx 
um ef 'e could gone an' borrow a saddle 
an' bridle an' spur. Br'er Wolf went 
an' borrow um. 

So when 'e come back Br'er Rabbit 
farsten on de saddle an' put on de 
bridle on Br'er Wolf. Den 'e git on 'e 
back on de saddle an' arx Br'er Wolf 
to put on de stirrup on 'e foot fer um. 
An' when Br'er Wolf arx um wha' 'e 
want wid dem ting anyhow, 'e say, when 
dey goin' t'ru' de gawl de muskeeters so 
bad 'e might wan' for spur dem. But 
arfter dey git t'ru' de swamp Br'er Rab- 
bit meet two ladies an' 'e stick de spur 
in Br'er Wolf. Den Wolf jump up an' 
rare up tel 'e fling Rabbit down 'gainst 
a pine tree, an' same time 'e jump on 
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um an' say 'e gwine kill um. Arfter 
Wolf say 'e gwine kill um Rabbit 
stretch out an' kick so Wolf say 'e done 
dead 'e self. An' 'e wouldn't hit um 
'gain, but arfter 'e see ' e dead 'e pick 
um up, put um on 'e back an' put de 
rein in 'e han'. Arfter dey git mos' to 
de lady house Br'er Rabbit wake, an' 
Br'er Wolf feel um shakin' an' arx um 
ef 'e wake. Br'er Rabbit tell um 
" Yes." Arfter dey git up so close ter 
de house dat all de ladies come out to 
see Br'er Rabbit ben on Br'er Wolf 
back, den Br'er Rabbit biggin for spur 
Br'er Wolf an' mek um cut up caper 
befo' de ladies in de piazza. An' 'e 
ride up 'longside de piazza an' tell all de 
ladies dat Br'er Wolf was 'e gran' daddy 
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ridin' horse ! An' den 'e jump off an' 
hitch Br'er Wolf to de railin', — gone 
inside de house to de dance and lef' 
Br'er Wolf outside. Arfter de party 
was ober when 'e come out ready to ride 
Br'er Wolf back, 'e fin' Br'er Wolf 
broke loose an' gone back home. 

Nex' day Wolf wife went to Br'er 
Rabbit an' tell um Wolf dead, an 'e 
mus' come an' see ef 'e couldn't do 
some good for um. (Dat de plan dey 
mek for catch Rabbit.) Br'er Rabbit 
went dere an' stan' up in de doo' an' 
tell Wolf wife de onliest good 'e kin do 
for Br'er Wolf 'e mus' git up an' walk 
roun' de house t'ree time an' fall down, 
den 'e could tell um whedder 'e dead or 
not. 
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So den Wolf git up out 'e bed an' 
walk roun' de house t'ree time an' fall 
on de groun'. At dat Br'er Rabbit 
jump out de house an' arx Wolf wife 
how can a dead man walk roun' de 
house t'ree time ? 

So arfter Wolf fin' 'e couldn't cateh 
um dat way 'e sen' roun' to Br'er 
Babbit wife to tell um 'e mus' sen' 
Br'er Babbit roun' foi* help um dig a 
well, 'e wouldn't meddle um 'gain. But 
Babbit sen' arnswer, " No, 'e aint want 
no well, 'e kin drink out cow track." 

So Br'er Wolf gone dig 'e well by 'e 
self, but nex' day when 'e went dere 'e 
meet up wid de well de mores' part dry. 
An' 'e see some track where somebordy 
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ben to de well, carry all de water — 
gone. And de track was Br'er Rabbit 
own ! 



*^ 
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BR'ER RABBIT AN' BR'ER WOLF 
GO TO A PARTY AN' HUNT 

DE DEER. 

One ebenin' all de horned cattle was 
goin' to a party, eberyting in de worl' 
dat hab horn. Dere was a big flat for 
carry dem 'cross de ribber. 

Br'er Rabbit an' Br'er Wolf was de 
only one aint hab horn, an ' dey wrap 
up moss, put um on 'e head to look like 
horn. 

Arfter dey set off from de sho' dey 
search Wolf, fin' 'e hab on moss horn, 
so dey t'row um oberbo'd. An' arfter 
dey got in de middle ob de ribber 
Wolf set on de sho' holler to de people, 



.fif. 
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tell um Br'er Kabbit got on moss horn, 
too. De people all listea ter um an' 
Babbit was skeer, tell um not to listea 
to Br'er Wolf, 'cause 'e aint know what 
'e talkin' 'bout. But wbea Wolf holler 
80 t'ree time dej search Babbit, an' 
when dey fin' 'e hab moss horn dey 
t'row um oberbo'd too, an' Wolf tuk to 
*e heels on de sho'. 

When Babbit git on sho' 'e gone to 
Wolf house, an' 'e know 'e couldn't do 
anyting wid um, but 'e tol* um 'e would 
fool um 'gain for dat. So dey part. 

Nex' day dey gone for hunt in de 
wood an' Wolf hab 'e dog wid um, but 
Babbit only hab 'e dog head, couldn't 
'ford fer buy a whole dog. Br'er Wolf 
dog catch de deer, an' when Rabbit 
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yeardy um bark 'e tuk 'e dog head an' 
run to de place, beat off Br'er Wolf 
dog, an' set 'e dog head dere, den wait 
tel Wolf come up. 

When Wolf come up de sun was 
settin' in de wes', so red stan' like fire. 
So Rabbit tell Wolf 'e mus' gone catch 
dat boy wid de fire mek um gi' him 
piece so dey kin roas' de liver in de 
wood befo' dey gone home. 

So Br'er Wolf gone for fire, an' 
Rabbit tuk de whole deer, carry um 
home an' cut off 'e tail. 'E come back, 
dig a hole in de groun' an' nail de tail 
to a piece o' pine-tree root, den 'e tuk 
de spade an' t'row de san' all roun' de 
tail so to leabe leetle piece stickin' 
up. 
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When 'e see Br'er Wolf eomin' 'e 
biggin for pull de tail an' cry. 

Wolf say, "Br'er Rabbit, bef o' I kin git 
to dat boy 'e gone, carry de fire wid um." 

Rabbit say, " Yes, I sorry you gone, 
'cause de yeart' open an' swallow de 
deer all but 'e tail. Now you mus' 
come help pull um out." 

So when Wolf tek hoi' Rabbit le' go, 
an' de tail pop off in Wolf han', an' 'e 
ben pull so hard 'e fall down. So 
Rabbit tell um 'e mus' run home git de 
hoe an' dig for um, 'cause now dat de 
tail pop off deer gwine down. So Wolf 
git de hoe an' dig a leetle, den Rabbit 
stop um, tell um, " We hab no 'casion 
for dig, 'cause might be de Lord sink de 
deer anyhow." 
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So Rabbit tek de dog head under 'e 
arm, an' Wolf dog f oiler urn, an' all two 
gone back home. 

Nex' day dey went out for hunt egg 
an' lef de dog home. 

Wolf fin' a whole nes' full, den 'e 
call Rabbit an' arx ef dey good. Rab- 
bit tek up one an' smell um, den 'e say, 
" No, dey is rotten, you smell dem you'- 
self, Br'er Wolf." So 'e smell um an' 
den put um back, say, " No, dey rot- 
ten." An' arfter dat Rabbit say, " We 
aint gots no 'casion for look furder, 
'cause ef dem rotten, all rotten." So 
dey gone back home. 

But Rabbit tek 'e barskit an' gone 
back for de egg. 

When Wolf see Rabbit gone back to 
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*e house wid barskit o* egg 'e sneak 
'long gone un'neath Br'er Babbit house 
an' watch um t ru' de crack. 'E see 
Rabbit wife cookin' rice an' fresh meat, 
an' arfter 'e see dey done cook 'e gone 
in. 

When Babbit see Wolf 'e skeer an' 
mek 'e wife gi' um one whole plate o' 
rice an' fresh meat an' e^g^. 

Well, arfter 'e done eat de plateful 'e 
want piece de meat for carry home to 'e 
wife, but Babbit wouldn't gi' um. So 
when Babbit see Wolf wouldn't go 
home, 'e arx um for go outside an' help 
um pull somet'ing out 'e teet'. So 
when dey get out Babbit open 'e mout' 
an' Wolf put 'e finger in for git out de 
splinter, an' Babbit shut 'e teet' on 
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Wolf finger an' wouldn't le' um go tel 
'e bite um off. So den Wolf gone home 
sick an' couldn't tell on Babbit. 



^ 
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BR'ER RABBIT AN' BR'ER WOLF 
PLANT PERTATER AN' HUNT 

HONEY. 

Br'er Rabbit an' Br'er Wolf hab buy 
a mule in partnership, an' time ben bery 
hard an' dey wan' for sell de mule. So 
dey 'gree dat dey will sell de mule, an' 
arf ter dey git de money for um dey buy 
some pertater for plant an' sheer de 
pertater. Arfter dey done sheer de 
pertater Rabbit cook all him own an' 
eat um. 

When Wolf git ready for plant, him 
come an' arx Br'er Kabbit ef 'e mus' 
cook dem firs' or plant dem raw ? 
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Rabbit say 'e mus' mek de rows ready 
for plant dem, den 'e mus' cook de per- 
tater, an' befo' dey bile quite sof mus' 
tek dem out an' lay dem on de rows all 
night for cool. 

So Wolf gone home an' do jus' as 
Rabbit tell um, an' arfter dey got dem 
all lay out on de rows, dey went home 
lef ' dem dere ; an' dat night Br'er 
Rabbit tek all 'e farmbly, an' dey gone 
wid plenty bag an' carry home all de 
pertater. 

Rabbit sen' home 'e wife wid de per- 
tater, an' den 'e dribe down sticks in all 
de rows, an' gone call Wolf, tell um 
snake eat all 'e pertater, mus' come see. 

So Wolf come an' look, an' 'e say, 
" No, dis aint snake. Stick eat de per- 
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tater." Rabbit say, " Well, ef you kin 
fin' a stick will mek such track like dat, 
den I dunno." 

So Wolf hunt all roun' for a stick dat 
would fit de track, but 'e can't fin' um. 

So den dey bofe 'gree to go hunt 
honey nex' day, an' dey all two gone 
to market, buy a poun' of flour apiece 
to hab deir wife bake bread for carry 
wid um nex' day. Dey too sweet-mout' 
for eat de honey. 

But when Rabbit got home 'e cook 
all him own an' eat um for supper. So, 
nex' mawnin', when dey ready for start. 
Wolf hab big loaves of bread in 'e bag? 
but Rabbit only hab four brick in 'e 
bag. 

So as dey gwine 'long Br'er Rabbit 
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arx Br'er Wolf for stop an' look see ef 
'e can't fin' a spring for um, 'cause 'e 
too t'irsty for go furder. So Wolf 
start off wid 'e bag in 'e ban', but Rab- 
bit tell um, " Lef ' you bag, Br'er 
Wolf, I'll tek keer on um for you, you'll 
stay too long ef you hab um for 
tote." 

So Wolf lef 'e bag, an' Rabbit, while 
'e gone, open 'e own bag, tuk out de 
four brick, put dem in Wolf bag, an' 
put de bread in 'e own bag. 

An' when Wolf come back widout 
water. Rabbit say, " Well, den, ef I 
can't hab water, mus' eat some bread." 
So 'e open 'e bag, an' tek out de bread, 
and biggin for eat um. Wolf open 'e 
bag an' out fall 'e four brick ! 
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Wolf say, " Dat mus' be my bread 
you hab dere, Br'er Rabbit." 

Rabbit say, " No, did you look in you 
bag bef o' you leabe home dis mawnin' ? " 

Wolf say, "No, but I shum * my 
wife da bake bread lars' night, an' I 
sure she mus' put um in dis bag." 

Rabbit say no mo', but sit down an' 
biggin for eat his bread. Wolf arx um 
for leetle piece, but Rabbit say " No, I 
aint gots none for spare." So Wolf 
hab for sit on two brick an' knock de 
odder two in 'e han' tel Rabbit done 
eat. 

An' arfter dat dey went on into de 
wood an' dey 'gree dat dey should go 
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d iff 'runt ways, an* whichebber fin* de 
honey tree firs* should whoop for de 
odder one, an* so dey should go on tel 
dey should git much as dey want. 

Rabbit fin' de fus' hive, an* nebber 
whoop, but rob de hive himse'f ; an' 
when Wolf fin' one an' call out. Rabbit 
run an' tek half de honey. So dey gone 
on. Rabbit always keep all 'e fin', but 
tek all *e kin when Wolf call um. 
Still, when dey start home, Rabbit t'ree 
large bucket didn't quite full up, so 
bimeby 'e tell Br'er Wolf, " Do, Br'er 
Wolf, I can't go no f urder ; ef I can't 
hab some water I shall tuk sick. I tink 
I smell water, too, not fur off." 

So Wolf run search, an* while 'e gone, 
Rabbit finish full up 'e t'ree big bucket 
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wid de honey out Br'er Wolf leetle can" 
teen, den put in san' in place de honey 
'e tief, and fix leetle honey on de top. 
Pretty soon Wolf come runnin' wid 'e 
hat full o' water, an' when Rabbit 
done drink Wolf say, " Le's we hab a 
leetle o' de honey now." 

But Rabbit say, " No, le's leabe um 
tel we git home. Tank you for fetch 
dat water, Br'er Wolf; I tink I kin 
git on now ef we tek dis short paht." 



^ 
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DE WOLF, DE HOG AN' DE LION. 

De Wolf want de Hog for eat, an' 
aint know how for git um. 

Well, de Lion bein' hab a sick chile, 
'e were out huntin' for a doctor for de 
chile, an' den 'e met up wid de Wolf 
an' de Hog, an' inquire ob dem what 
was good for his sick chile. 

Den de Wolf say to de Hog, " Oh, 
Br'er Hog, de Lion come to you to arx 
you what are good for 'e chile, 'cause 'e 
know you are a doctor, lamed in all de 
juings ob de doctors ; an' 'stead o' you 
tell um what are good for 'e chile, you 
tek it an' mek a laugh." An' as 'e so 
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said de Lion git in a passion an' crook 
'e tail ready to tear up de Hog. 

So de Hog fall 'umble on de groun' 
an' tell nm " No, Br'er Lion, I aint 
laugh ; it*s my teet', my teet' da set 
out my mout' so. But I kin tell you 
what are good for you sick chile." 
So de Hog say to de Lion, " You gone 
home, Br'er Lion, an' git piece Wolf 
liver an' rpas' um tel 'e half done, cook, 
an' ef dat don't cure you chile when 
you done gi' um I'll pay you one hun- 
dred dollar." 

So Lion say, " Well, Br'er Wolf, you 
is Wolf, I can go no f urder for seek for 
no Wolf liver, I must hab piece ob 
yours. 

So 'e fall on de Wolf an tear um in 
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pieces, an' tek 'e liver home an' roas' 
um, same like de Hog tell um, gi' um 
to 'e chile, an' sure 'nuff de fever lef ' 
um. 

Now you see de Wolf wan' for tek 
de Hog life, an' now de Hog gwine for 
seek his life, 

An' so you see de Hog teet' stan' out 
tel dis day, jus' like 'e larfin'. 



^ 
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DE RABBIT AN' DE PART- 

RITCH. 

Br*er Rabbit say to Br'er Partritch, 
" Br*er Partritch, de bittle am so dry 
we mus' try for buy a beef cattle." 
An' dey went an' pay ten doUars for a 
cow on sheer. An' when dey done kill 
de cow Br'er Rabbit brudder come ter 
um an' arx um for one leetle piece ob 
de meat, an' 'e gi' um one o' de leg o' 
de cow. An' den 'e sister come an' 'e 
gi' 'e sister one leg. Den 'e odder nyung 
sister come an' 'e gi' him half ob an- 
nudder leg. Den 'e nyung brudder 
come an' 'e gi' him de odder half. An' 
'e fader come an' arx um, " Do, my son. 
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gi' me one leetle piece ob meat." So 
'e gi' um de odder leg. 

Now, when Br'er Partritch see all de 
legs is gone, 'e say, "Br'er Rabbit, 
please le' me taste a leetle piece ob de 
liver." An' 'e say, " I'll roas' um on 
de fire coal," an' 'e roas' it an' biggin 
for eat it. 

An' jus' 'bout five minute arfter 'e 
eat it den 'e jump up an' down ; den 'e 
jump up an' fly up in de air leetle ways, 
'bout ten or fifteen feet, an' drop down 
on de groun' again, flutterin' all de time. 
Flutter, flutter, flutter, flutter. 

Br'er Rabbit arx um, " Why, what 
de matter?" Br'er Partritch say, 
" Br'er Rabbit, de meat hitter ! Oh, 'e 
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bitter, bitter ! bitter, bitter ! You better 
not eat de meat." 

Den Br'er Rabbit call 'e brudder, say, 
" Brudder, fetch back dat meat dere." 
So 'e brudder fetch back de leg an' 
t'row um down. Rabbit say, " Well, 
le' um stay dere ; 'e bitter ; dat bitter 
till 'e aint fittin' for eat ; I 'fraid 'e 
might kill you all." 

Den 'e say, " Sister, fetch back dat 
meat I gi' you." So 'e sister fetch 
back her leg, an' 'e tell um, " Sister, 
I 'fraid for le' you keep dat meat. 
'E bitter till you can't eat um." An' 
so 'e call de odders an' tell um de 
same ting, till all 'e farmbly bring de 
meat. 

Den de Partritch say, "Well, now. 
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Br'er Rabbit, le' we sheer um eben dis 
time ! " So arfter dat, sure 'nuff, Br'er 
Rabbit sheer um eben wid Br'er 
Partritch, same like 'e had business to 
do at de fust. 

An' Br'er Partritch was smarter man 
dan Br'er Rabbit for once. 



^ 
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DE WOLF, DE RABBIT AN' DE 
WHALE'S EGGS. 

De Whale lib in de water, you know, 
an' Rabbit Kb in de brier patch. 
Wolf lib in de wood, in de swamp. 

Well, Whale lib in de ribber, but 
same time 'e lay 'e egg 'longside de 
ribber, on de ribber sho'. Whale lay 
a hig pile o' egg 'longside de ribber in 
'e house. 'E mek a hole an' lay um in. 

Now, Rabbit watch where Whale lay 
'e egg ('e hab one leetle bucket-pail 
'bout dat small), an' 'e watch tel 
Whale gone out 'e house, gone hunt 
for bittle. Rabbit tek him pail, gone 
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to Whale do' ! 'E listen well to wha' 
Whale say. Whale say when 'e gwine, 
" Olawia ! Olawia ! " an' when 'e say so 
de do' open. So Rabbit tek 'e leetle 
bucket an' gone an' say same ting, an' 
when de do' open 'e full 'e bucket wid 
Whale egg. 

When 'e gone home 'e tuk some de 
egg, put um in de pot for cook. Wolf 
sen' 'e son to Rabbit house for fire, an' 
'e son meet Rabbit da cook de egg. 
Wolf son tuk de bran' from Rabbit 
fire t'ree time; ebry time when 'e git 
outside de do' 'e da out um an' gone 
back 'gain. 

Rabbit say, " You leetle raskil, you 
out dat fire 'cause you see me da cook, 
an' you wan' me for gib you some." So 
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'e tuk one egg out de pot an* gi' um to 
Wolf son, say, ' ' Tek dat egg an' gone 
home." 

De boy wouldn't eat de egg, 'e put um 
in one side 'e mout' an' carry um home. 

'E say to 'e mammy, " Mammy, kiss 
me." 'E mammy wouldn't kiss um. 'E 
say, " Sister, kiss me." 'E sister wouldn't 
kiss um. 'E say, " Brudder, kiss me." 
'E brudder wouldn't kiss um. 'E say, 
" Pa, kiss me," an' when 'e pa kiss um 
'e tek de ^gg an' put um in 'e pa mout*. 
An' 'e say, " Pa, you know where dis 
^gg come from ? Br'er Rabbit got one 
whole kettle full." Wolf say, "Enty 
so ? Son, you do me proud ! Now 
hush you mout' ; I gwine to Br'er Rab- 
bit house in de mawnin'." 
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Nex' mawnin' Wolf git up early gone 
to Br'er Rabbit house. An' 'e da 
grunt, " Umph ! my teet' da hu't me. 
Br'er Rabbit, do put you han' in my 
mout' cut dese teet' for me." When 
Rabbit put 'e han' in Wolf shut 'e 
teet' on um, den 'e say, " Now, you 
raskil you, dem egg wha' you gib my 
son, ef you don' gi' me some I gwine 
bite your han' off tel I kill you to-day." 

Rabbit say, " You gwine kill me for 
sake o' dat egg^ Br'er Wolf, wha' you 
hab a'ready ? Le' go my han', an' ef 
you come here to-morrow mawnin' I 
gwine show you where 'e dere." 

Nex' mawnin' Wolf in such a hurry 
for dem egg 'e git up in de night an* 
gone set de top one taU pine tree on 
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fire. De tree da roar, de whole sky 
red ! Den 'e gone to Rabbit house an' 
rap an' call, " Br'er Rabbit, Br'er Rab- 
bit ! daylight ! daylight ! git up, man, 
git up!" 

Rabbit look out, an' him so skeer 
when him see de pine barren catch fire, 
e' peep out de do' an' say, "Br'er 
Wolf, go home an' go to bed. Dat aint 
no daylight, dat da fire." 

So 'e gone back home ; an' 'bout an 
hour mo' when daylight come for true 
'e come back an' bring him tub. Den 
him an' Br'er Rabbit carry um, gone to 
Whale house. When dey git dere. 
Rabbit tell um, "Now, Br'er Wolf, 
listen me good wha' I gwine say." So 
'e say, " Olawia ! Olawia ! Olawia ! " 
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an' den de do* fly open an' dey gone 
in. Wolf gone in wi' him tub. Rabbit 
gone in wi' him leetle bucket. Den 
Rabbit mek has'e full him leetle bucket 
wid Whale ^gg while Wolf da fight for 
full 'e tub ; 'e da put in, put in, tek so 
long for full shich big tub. 

When Rabbit done full 'e leetle 
bucket, 'e say, " Good-by, Br'er Wolf, 
I gwine. You won't mek has'e for full 
dat tub, an' bimeby Whale da come 
home an' pen we. I da gwine." 

Wolf say, " Go 'long, man, I gots big 
farmbly, I wan' git 'nuff." 

Rabbit say, "Now, Brer Wolf, I 
gwine; I can't wait 'pon you. Now, 
listen to me : When you say ' Olawia ! 
Olawia ! Olawia ! ' dis do' gwine open. 
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an' when you git out you mus' say, 
' Olatic-tic-tic ! ' an' de do' gwine lock. 
Now min', mus'n't le' Br'er Whale fin' 
him do' onloek." 

Den Rabbit gone, lef Wolf da mek 
has'e da full 'e tub, but when 'e done an' 
wan' de do' for open, stead o' sayin' 
" Olawia ! Olawia ! Olawia ! " 'e say 
" Olatic-tic-tic ! " an' de do' da farsten 
'pon um. 'E tu'n roun' an' keep on 
say de same wrong ting, an' de do' 
keep on da lock. 

When Whale come home 'e hear 
somebordy in 'e house, an' 'e say, 
" Olawia ! Olawia ! Olawia ! " an' de 
do' fly open. Big tub ob egg right in 
de middle ob de flo' ! 

Wolf gone behin' de do', gone hide. 
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Whale look behin* de do' an' say, 

Wha* you da do here ? You de bery 
man ben tief my egg long time. Now 
I gwine show you to-day." 

Whale ben so bex tel 'e beat um dere 
so tel 'e kill um. Arfter 'e kill um 'e 
drag um out an' t'row um in de middle 
ob de road so eberybordy who come by 
kin shum. * 

Rabbit come 'long and look 'pon um 
an' say, " Ah - ha ! greedy kill you. 
Ef you ben yeardy wha' I tell you, tek 
one leetle bit, den come out, you 
wouldn't a-died now. But when I gone 
tek one leetle bucket you mus' tek one 
big tub full o' egg. Same way greedy 
always serve people." 

* See him. 
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All de people da mek dance in de 
road an' laugh at Br'er Wolf, an' tell 
'e chilluns, " Greedy kill you daddy, an* 
ef honer * don' tek care, greedy da kill 
you. Better min' when you go for tief 
any ting — tek leetle.'^ 

So dey mek great dance to de settin'- 
up, an' set de big tub o' egg in de 
middle o' de road so ebrybordy could 
see how greedy da kill Wolf. Arfter 
dat dey broke up. 

* You all. 
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